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Mine host is fat, and gray, and wise, He strokes his beard before he speaks;
And when he laughs, his little eyes Are swallow'd in his pamper'd cheeks.
He brims his beaker to the top, With jokes you never heard before,
And sometimes with a twinkling drop, " To those who will not taste it more!"
The following letter reached him at Kitlands from his sister Emily:
SOMERSBY RECTORY, July i2th, 1834. MY DEAREST ALFRED,
I certainly intend to go to Moulsey1. Would to God I could begin the journey immediately but it is not in my power. You will be sorry to hear that I have been considerably worse
in health since your departure......And once or twice indeed I
thought that the chilly hand of death was upon me: however I still exist, tho' reduced again to a great state of weakness. If possible I will journey southward soon. You know, Alfred, the great desire I have to become acquainted with the Hallam family, particularly with Ellen ; she will perhaps be the friend to remove in some degree the horrible feeling of desolation which is ever at my heart. I can no longer continue in this deepening grave of tears...depend upon it I will do all in my power to go to Moulsey. What is life to me 1 if I die (which the Tennysons never do) the effort shall be made. The deep unaffected kindness of the Hallams made us all weep...How long do you think of remaining at Kitlands ? It would be pleasant to come while you are there. This however will scarcely be the case considering my journey will commence in about three weeks' time, if by any means I can conjure up resolution....Remember us all to "our Mr Heath'* and his brother, and cannot you intimate to the sister how sorry we were not to have been able to avail ourselves, that is Mary and myself, of her kind invitation ? Take
1 The Hallams1 house at the time.